BOOK II. CHAP. XIII.	Ill
lady; they mean to stay a while to entertain the Prince von * * *
in their best style: lie intends to fix his head-quarters in this
neighbourhood for some time."
"It is pity," said the landlord, "that you cannot stop with
us: we have good company in the house." The ostler came
running out, and took the horse from the Stallmeister, who con-
tinued talking in the door with the landlord, and now and then
giving a look at Wilhelm.
Our friend, observing that he formed the topic of their con-
versation, went away, and walked up and down the streets.
chapter XIII.
in the restless vexation of his present humour, it came into
his head to go and see the old Harper, hoping by his music to
scare away the evil spirits that tormented him. On asking for
the man, he was directed to a mean public-house in a remote
corner of the little town; and, having mounted up-stairs there
to the very garret, his ear caught the fine twanging of the harp
coming from a little room before him. They were heart-moving,
mournful tones, accompanied by a sad and dreary singing. Wil-
helm glided to the door; and, as the good old man was perform-
ing a sort of voluntary, the few stanzas of which, sometimes
chanted, sometimes in recitative, were repeated more than once,
our friend succeeded, after listening for a while, in gathering
nearly this:
Who never ate his bread in sorrow,
Who never spent the darksome hours
Weeping and watching for the morrow,
He knows ye not, ye gloomy Powers.
To earth, this weary earth, ye bring us,
To guilt ye let us heedless go,
Then leave repentance fierce to wring us:
A moment's guilt, an age of woe
The heart-sick plaintive sound of this lament pierced deep into
the soul of the hearer. It seemed to him as if the old man were
often stopped from proceeding by his tears; his harp would alone
be heard for a time, till his voice again joined it in low broken
tones. Wilhelm stood by the door; he was much moved; the
mourning of this stranger had again opened the avenues of his

